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infected others with his shouting. A musket was raised
beneath the balcony, the butt tucked home in a ragged armpit.
When she was seen to approach the windows with her hand in
the Dauphin's, they yelled "No children!" at her, as though
she were making a shield for herself of the son she would have
died to save.

She faltered and turned, handing the Dauphin back to
Elisabeth. As she faced the open window again, and hesitated
on its threshold, Fersen stumbled forward to take the hand the
little Dauphin had released. In a moment La Fayette had
seized his shoulder and twisted him back out of sight. "Are you
mad?" he said.

There would hardly have been a more senseless impulse.
Enough men outside were shouting "Harlot!" without giving
them such flaming and public confirmation of then* taunt.
Fersen shuddered back, his hand feeling for the bruise across
his brow. He could not even meet the momentary consolation
in the Queen's swift and pitying smile, before she took La
Fayette's hand and let him lead her over the threshold. It
might be the threshold of her death, but she must cross it
deprived of the man she loved, linked to the man she so
unreasonably hated.

The gun-muzzle followed her movement as she advanced to
the railing of the balcony. Her hair was in disarray, her night-
gown was barely covered by a thin wrapper of striped yellow
silk. It had begun to drizzle again, but daylight was broad now
and she was a fab mark for musketry. There was a hush like
that of approaching doom over the vast sea of faces, over its
foam of glittering steel. The silence spread from wing to wing
of the Palace, out froin the courtyard, across the square and
up the Paris road. Anything might come of it, anything might
happen. Her task was only to stand firm, to bear a proud head
above the threatening death.

Her pride was successful. Someone swore a great oath and
beat down the musket-barrel with his stick. The next moment
they were shouting "God Save the Queen!" and the shout
echoed from end to end of the masses. La Fayette, courtly
as well as brave, lifted her hand to his lips. If their strange
enmity ever died for a moment, it was surely in that kiss.